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tained fancy pins and printed ballad sheets.
Not a subject cropped up but he had the last
decisive word; only when the talk turned to his
own person did he become aggravatingly uncom-
municative. The farm-hand Taavetti, who knew
as well as anybody that trickery is what keeps
the world going, tried to pull the old chap down
a peg or two by referring offhand to the St. Peters-
burg railway, with the labour camps of which he
was only too well acquainted, and quoting one
of the foremen.

" Ay, Vanttinen's the man you mean/' said
the old fellow like a shot.

And with that there arose a secret competition
between Taavetti and the old pedlar, each trying
to show that he knew more of all the doings
behind the scenes than the other; in particular,
more about Vanttinen, who used to have dead
men on his pay sheet.

Through the talk shone glimpses of a wider
world. Whenever a silence happened to fall it
was as though one heard far off the murmur of
an approaching new age. The farm-hands filed
out to the bakery for supper, the seeds of a new
confidence in their minds; Taavetti seemed in
some fashion to be a bigger man than the master.
But when they came into the bakery they caught
a glimpse of the master in the adjoining room
putting down a newspaper. The name SUO-
METAR stood at the top of the sheet.